Colour of Youth and Hope, some waves are mine,
Some emerald reaches of the evening sky.

See, in the Spring, my sweet green Promise shine,
Never to be fulfilled, of by and by.

Never to be fulfilled; leaves bud, and ever
Something is wanting, something falls behind;

The flowered Solstice comes indeed, but never
That light and lovely summer men divined,

Violet

I WERE the colour of Things, (if hue they had)

That are hard to name.
Of curious, twisted thoughts that men call "mad*'

Or of tener "shame."
Of that delicate vice, that is hardly vice,

So reticent, rare,
Ethereal, as the scent of buds and spice,

In this Eastern air.

On palm-fringed shores I colour the Cowrie shell,

With its edges curled;
And, deep in Datura poison buds, I dwell

In a perfumed world*
My lilac tinges the edge of the evening sky

Where the sunset clings.
My purple lends an Imperial Majesty

To the robes of kings.